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The routine procedure upon arriving at a village having a
Government school \\fes to establish myself there and engage
the services of an interpreter. We then called on the chiefs and
sub-chiefsj to whom F told the purpose of my visit, which was to
determine the approximate birth and death rates, the presence
of infectious and contagious diseases, inspect houses and living
conditions, and give |uch medical aid as my limited supplies
afforded. The chiefs were asked to call a public meeting at which
I would deliver a special message from the Government outlining
its intentions.
The chiefs were always interested and co-operative to the extent
of calling the meeting, which in the beginning followed a pattern
laid down by previous visitors with a Message and invariably
got out of hand. The local missionary, whom custom decreed
should preside at all public affairs, always began with a long,
comprehensive prayer in which he usually got in some good stuff
for himself and his labours among the heathen, the teacher and
her trials, the sacrifices made and hardships suffered in keeping
the torch of enlightenment shining upon benighted lives. This
was followed by a hymn3 in which everyone joined with con-
siderably more enthusiasm than harmony. It was now my turn
to put over that special message. But there were so many urgent
school and church matters to be talked over, so many instances
of ingratitude and downright perversity to be chided, that to
dwell upon such trivia as personal hygiene and sanitation seemed
superfluous, if not out of place. The minister had insisted that
sin, which covered about everything the natives were accustomed
to doing, was at the bottom of all their troubles and must be
stamped out before anything could be done to improve their
health. It was assumed that I would back him up in this. *
At the end of this preamble the natives were asked to speak
for themselves, and they often did so with surprising candour.
So long as they confined their remarks to testimonials of faith
and gratitude for what had been done for them, the floor was
theirs. But when some faithless and unappreciative savage began
comparing what the white man's civilization had promised him
with the material gains he had actually received* the meeting was
dismissed.
From the first Russian orthodox priest down to the latest apostle
of true religion, the Indians had listened more or less respectfiiHy
to word-pictures of a better life, once they gave up their faeatbenisb